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The Tragedie 

And called it R uge- mount, at which name I darted, 
Bt’caufe a Bard of Ireland told me once 
I fliou'd not hue long after I faw Richmond. 

Bt*c. My. Lord. 

King. I, u hats a d ocke ? 

Euc. Iam thus bold to put your grace in minde 
Gf what you promifde me. 

King, Well but whats a clocke? 

Buc, Vpoo the ftroke often. 

King. Well, let it fluke. 

Bnc. Why letitftrikef 

King, Becaufethatlikealackc thou keepfl the ftroke 
Betwixt thy begging and my medication, 

I am not in the gluing vaine to day » 

Bttc, Why then refoluc me whether you will or no ? 

K, Tut, wt.thou troubled me, I am not in the vaine. Exit, 

r Bnc. Is it euen fo i rewards he my true feruice 
With fucb deepe contempt, made I him king for this ? 

G let me thinkeon Hafting$,and begone 
To Btecnock, while my fearefullheadison. Extt, 
Enter Sir Frnnm Tirrell. 

Ttr. Theory i annous and bloudie deed is done,. 

The rnoft arch a£l ofpitteous roaflacre, 

That euer yet this land was guiltie of, 

Dighton and Forteft whom I did fubhornc 
To do thir ruthfu'l peece efbutebery. 

Although they were flefht villains,bloudy dogs, 

M citing with tendernefle and kind compaflion. 

Wept like two children in their deaths lad lioness 
Loe thus quoth Dighton laic thofe tender babcs s . 

Thus thus quoth Fo* reft girdling one another 
Within their innee at alablafter armes. 

Their lips like foore red Rofcs on a flalkc, 

Which in their fommer beautic kill each other* 

A bookeof praiers orvtheir pillow late, 

Which once quoth Forreft almoft changd my minde, 

But O the diuel : there the villaine llopt, 

Whiift Dighton thus told on wc fmoUicred 


of Richard the third. 

The raoft repleniflied fweet wotke ofnatore. 

That from the prime creation eucr he framed. 

They could not fpcake,and fo I left them both. 

To bring this ty dings to the bloudy king. 

Enter king %ichara> 

And here he comes. All haile my fou eraigne liege. 

Kwg. Kind Tirrell, am I happiein thy newes ? 

Ttr. If to haue done the thingyou gaue in charge 
Beset your happinefle, be happie then. 

For it is done my Lord. 

King. But didft thou fee them dead* 

Tir. 1 did my Lord. 

King. And buried gentle Tirrell ? 

Ttr, The Chaplaine of the Tower hath butted them? 
But how or in what place 1 do not know. 

King. Come to me Tirrell foone at after fupper. 

And thou (halt tell the ptocelTe of their death, 

Meane time but thinke how I may do thee good, 

A nd be inheritor of thy defirc. Exit Ttrrcll, 

Farewell till foone.'' 1 

The fonne of Clarence haue T pent vp clofc. 

His daughtci meanly haue Imatcht in marriage. 

The fonr.es of Edward fleepe in Abrahams boforae, 

And Anneroy wife hath Bid the world goodnight: 

Now for I know the Btittaine Richmond aimes 
At yong Elizabeth my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot ldokes proudly ore the crowne. 

To her I goe a iolly thriuing wooer* Enter Catesky. 

Cat. M>' Lord. 

Kin. Good newes or bad, that thou corned in fo bluntly $ 
Cat. Bad newes my Lord, Ely is fled to Richmond, 
And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the field, and Hill his power encreafcth. 

King. Ely with Richmond troubles me more neare 
Then Buckingham and his rafh leuied army : 

Come,I haue heard that fearfull commenting. 
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